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" Is that true, Kotikokura ? " someone whispered.

I growled.

" How large was the bone, if it is sufficient to replenish
all men with it ? "

"Don't the priests say that the sacred bone rises like
a totem pole from the centre of the earth to the sky ? Did
not the Great Ape make man in his image ? Does the Great
Ape wither or shrink ? "

Calunga, thin, long-lipped, and with a nose flattened
against his face like a piece of manure hurled against a wall,
spoke with the vehemence of a priest.

" They say that the sacred knife hurts more than the tooth
of the lion."

"I am not afraid/' Calunga said, defiantly standing up.
" Not even of the Great Ape's tooth ! "

" Silence! " I shouted, glaring at him. He crouched, his
head between his shoulders.

From a distance came the roar of an elephant. The boys
looked at me, trembling.

I grasped a spear.

" Stand aside ! " I commanded. " I shall fell him single-
handed if he attacks us ! "

I was ready to hurl the weapon, when a priest with the
head of an elephant entered. He scrutinized us, waving his
arm as an elephant waves his trunk. Between roars, he called
the roster: " Kalaxinga, Calunga, Mukelenga, Mulanda,
Kamjika, Kibinda, Nanega."

We followed him in single file. I led the band, towering
above the rest proudly, defiantly.

The tongues of the Holy Fire of Manhood rose lustily.
Around them, the priests danced, stately, slowly. At each
step they uttered the prowesses, the valour, the beauty, the
perfection of the Great Ape.

"His teeth are sharper than the lightning which cracks
the mountain."